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Seems like I've got nothing to do. We got here inconveniently two days before the show is even due, and now 
I'm alone in my room. If people knew more about the life on tour they'd knew | spend more time bored than 
they think. | call a maid from the room service and order something to drink. Whiskey, to try something new? 
I'm lying with my back against the bed. After a while | hear someone calling at the door, but wow it has just 


been a few minutes since | made the call.. 

| open the door and there you are..you. You smile at me, almost shyly as you stand there, and another smiles 
invades my face too, this one less restrained because l'm not at sight, while my fingers clutch the edge of the 
door. 


| eye you up and down with a very perverted look and say: 


"Maid, | said just a drink, not the entire fucking meal" and | smirk. You bite your lip and smile, like you were 


Totally not expecting this. 


"Don't provoke me if you don't want everyone hearing your screams from the Ist floor," you tease me, 


playfully looking down at me. 


"Oh maybe | want them to.." Love, I'm deliberately asking for it.. | enjoy watching your face change for a 
moment, but you quickly get back to your surroundings. 


"Babe..| didn't come here for that...” 


"You didn't?" and my face changed drastically, almost like a kid when they tell him there'll be no dessert. | could 


see how much you now regretted that when you said it. 


"| came to tell you, Peter says a reporter is spending the weekend with us to develop her article and..we 
should sort of behave..and NOT sleep with this one, because it'll be an important article.." you chuckle and then 
we just laugh silently. | like when you laugh. 


"But..why didn't Peter tell us himself?" 


"He had to do other stuff..and | volunteered myself to tell you. And then he told me to tell Bonzo and Jonesy 
too." | only smile briefly at that. 


"Darling, you do everything that Peter tells you?" | pout at you, like I'm making fun of you. 
"I do everything YOU tell me..don't |?" and you wink at me, sending a rush of heat to my cheeks, "Bye, babe." 
"Bye.." and | sort of nod and watch you walk away. Yes, you do everything | tell you. And so well.. 


My mind chooses to go another way instead. That was it, | guess..that's how it is many times, when we are 
not alone. It has been a while now that we have been together, since that one writing trip, but | wonder how 
much time we spend actually together. Why would | want it to be like other couples right?, they get tired of 
each other..but.. think what happens with us is the opposite of that. | know you would like to see me more 
often too. To see me that way though, of course we see each other quite often, especially while on tour. | look 
down and smile. We stand next to each other, we sit next to each other, you sing To me onstage sometimes..we 
talk with each other and the guys, we all go out sometimes..but that isn't enough, is it? H's not like we are not 
used to that already, because probably it will always be like that. Except for the times when we get to travel 
together or, when we do get time for each other. 


But you can't always sneak over to where | am. Just like today, some days not even a kiss..we knew what we 
were getting into when we decided. Good luck has been that time when it was a complete week! Few loving 


hours each day. Or those few times when you did manage to kiss me before a show, sort of wishing me luck. 


And sometimes being in the same room with you, and other people, becomes the strangest thing. How | just 


have to sit there, stand there..and try not to stare at you. Watching how your lips curve at the corner when 


you smile, wanting to kiss them all over..and feel them kissing back, and opening my mouth. 


But supposedly, none of those things have ever happened between us, so | must act like it. You are busy 
talking to Peter about this or that matter, and you are lucky. Because | just wish | was talking to someone but, 
what can | possibly talk about with a busy roadie? So better just turn to look somewhere else. Then you notice 
me standing up to leave, and our eyes meet. | smile at you quietly before going away, because sometimes it's 


more of a "hi there" stare, rather than a "maybe a few minutes" one. And I'm lying on my back once again 


Ah Robert, you really need to visit each and every one of my houses, don't you? Hotel rooms are nice with 
you naked in them, but of course it doesn't compare to some days of sweet privacy. It would be nice to be 
able to scream your name and not worry somebody could hear me. You are right | don't want everybody to 


hear. 


Of course the world can always presence our “affection of friends" publicly. We just have to be careful not to 
cross lines..or pretend we didn't cross them once it happens. I've got a real Mr. Seductive smirk right now | 


wish you could see. 


Its just that..| don't know how to tell you | have never felt like this. And | wonder if you think about me like 
this too. | have to ask you next time | have you for myself. I've become so good, almost as good as you, at 
hiding how much..| want to sleep with you. I'm sorry | have to talk like this but it's all your fault. You turn on 


every part of me..and not only sexually, but with your voice, and how you whisper and moan all looking at me- 
Ok Enough being a pussy, l'm gonna get up and find you. 


After looking around for you for a while, | finally head for your room. You happen to be talking to our cute 
reporter in the corridor, but what the hell..you are quite a sight. My face did that smirking and frowning thing 
it does whenever | watch you do something stupid, almost as if l'm pissed off that | like you. Probably no 
matter what you did I'd still like you in this way. The reporter is very amused watching you wearing your 
jeans rolled up, a room service napkin like a bloody diaper on top of your head, and no shirt..wow. Just like that 
it would have been a pleasing sight but then, those jeans are tight. Tighter than usual, can you imagine? | stare 


at your dick while | approach both of you. And then | just can't help it. 
"Hmm, dressing to the right, | see.." | downright flirted. The reporter is there next to me. 


You gave me one of those looks only | know what they mean, before suddenly grabbing me by the shoulders to 
wrestle. You pull me down and basically fall on top of me, well this ended up better than | had even thought, 
and we start fighting each other on the floor. Of course | can't stop smiling, and eyeing the reporter for a 
second | see her writing eagerly in her notepad..oh well. Your napkin fell on my face and you pause to slowly 
remove it with your hand, and our eyes just linger on each other for a while. | release your shoulders before 


our staring becomes too long, and smile as my hands fall to each side of my head, as a gesture of surrender. 


We get up immediately, and you being good at it casually talked the reporter girl to a different topic. When we 


meet the guys, Peter and Cole, along with some other people down at the lobby, we all agree to go out for 


dinner. 


We are going to an Indian restaurant because you convinced Peter, but | think everybody liked the idea. Seems 
like you are in a good mood, as while we walk to the place you start waving to the cars that we pass by, 
entertaining the reporter and causing me and Jonesy to shake our heads. But with me, it's the smirking and 


frowning thing once again. 


You sit next to me at the table without hesitating, and you smile at me when | prod your side playfully with a 
frown on my face. You immediately start chatting with the waitresses, and everybody is pleased with you 
being there. You easily converse with them, and meanwhile everyone else orders a drink, the reporter girl 


smiles and keeps writing on her notepad. 


| can see why everybody likes you, but | just don't understand why isn't everybody in love with you- and then 
you just start showing off. Have you got any fresh dania? God, | swear | tried not to roll my eyes at this, but 
l'm still smiling. Then you turn to look at us with that silly smile on your face. 


| should know about this food, | married an Indian." and you say it like you memorized that line about the 


dania which is really funny but..ah right, you had to remember all of us you are married. Like we don't know it. 


"So you tell them, every time you come in here.." | sort of laugh, not because it amuses me, but more 


because | wish you'd stop saying it.. 


I'm distracted examining my glass and then | feel your hand caressing my knee under the table. Maybe you got 
that... but this just lit a very different spark on my mind. 


"You used to do it over the table!" | complained, with a voice that probably sounded many more things besides 
funny. 


Jones dropped his fork to the floor and John just scowled into the distance, but luckily most of the people 
thought | was joking. | caught a faint panic in your eyes for a moment but you got saved by the waitress 


approaching our table. 


"They always call me a screaming banshee in reviews, what does that mean in Indian?" you ask her for 


everyone to hear. 
"Its a wailing dark spirit," she says, and you frown. 


When we go back to the hotel, the reporter is effectively staying with us and even in our same floor. | don't 
bother to check what time it is because l'm still a little drunk, but everyone goes to sleep quite quickly and I'm 
back into my room, which | noticed is probably the last one in the hall. | don't feel like sleeping so | sit facing 
the window and | press my legs against my chest. 


Well, looks like tonight | might have crossed a line or two with that comment, didn't |? Its not that funny, 
forgive me. Having a reporter around with us meant we had to be even more careful, quite the contrary of 
what ended up happening.You know the thing is not what other people would think, but instead that most people 
wouldn't understand. Because | couldn't in the beginning. That | don't know what even means to be... Because l'm 


not that, really. I'm in love with you.. and that's different. 


| hear the door open behind me, and | hear the steps walking towards me but l'm not a bit scared. A nervous 
smile invades my face..| didn't think you could-! But it is soon gone. | feel your strong hands sliding over my 
neck, with a sensual softness that | recognize immediately, and | nuzzle against them helplessly like a cat. My 
mouth opens once | feel your breath close to me, and your face must be already touching my hair. Open 
mouthed kisses start covering my neck, my pulse increasing to a rate that must be alarming, and its not like | 
can help it. With your hands on my shoulders, your mouth starts kissing up my neck to my jawline, until it 
reaches my lips. 


